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TO THE RIGHT HON OURABLE 
THOMAS HOWARD, 
EARTL of EFFINGHAM, 


My Lokp, 


HE very frank and generous 
condeſcenſion with which you 
granted me permiſſion to dedicate theſe 
ſheets to you greatly inhances the ob» 
ligation, and is entirely. conformable 
to that noble and attractive good - na- 
ture that ſo eminently diſtinguiſhes 
your Lordſhip's family. 


Whatever animadverſions this trifle 
may juſtly incur from the public, 1 
ſhall always glory in having had the 
honour of inſcribing it to a Nobleman, 
who has manifeſted the true feelings 
of virtue, in rejecting emolument, 
when incompatible with principle. 


Such 


vi DEDICATION. 

Such fortitude in times torn with 
faction, and ſo ſtrongly marked with 
venality, profuſion, and rapacity, I be- 
hold with veneration ; and, from theſe 
conſiderations, feel myſelf leſs alarmed 
in addreſſing to you what, though it 
ſhould neceſſarily fall under the reluc- 
tant cenſure of your Lordſhip's under- 
ſtanding and good taſte in point of com- 
Poſition, will yet not meet your diſap- 
probation as to moral tendency. Con- 
fiding in theſe ſentiments, I enjoy a 
heart-felt pleaſure when ſubſcribing 
my, My Lord, 


Your Lordſhip's 


Moſt obliged and wre 


Humble Servant, 


Tur AUTHOR. 
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Shivering leaves from n . * 
Sympathizing ſkies in rain | 


Pour their tears down Nature's cheek; 


Where's the bright, the warm, the gay? 
Where's the ſleep beneath the ſhade? 


Where's the mirth, the dance, the play, 


All in damp and ſilence laid! 


Go ye courtiers ! ſouthern climes 
Claim your homage to the ſun; 

Paraſites ! ye ſerve the times, 

And the face of ſorrow ſhun. 


B Illy 


Aly fare the wandering feet, 

Sightleſs hang the nights and foul ; 

Through the ftorms that rend and beat, 
Hark ! the wicked ſpirits how! ! 


Wrathful ſeas their foam uprear, 
Monftrous oaks their tops ſend down ; 

Solid regions rock, and fear | 
Shakes the palid tyrant's crown. 


: Tempels rave! be calms within, 
Calms within the houſe and mind; 
Guilty thoughts will raiſe a din, 
Storms 57 ag to which are kind. 


Rural 8 at a ſtand, 
Pours her golden gifts no more; . 
Winter's avaricious, hand. £4 
ne up the n. ſore. | 


Did the ood ately grow 
Where thoſe ſheets of water lie? 
Did thoſe waters lately flow, ? 
Where the ſkaiters ſkim their ſky. 


Clinging cold and PTS chills, 
Fogs miſleading dimneſs round, 

And condens'd the duſky rills, 
Fall in iſieles to ground. + 


1 | Foreſt 
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Foreſts all aghaſt, forlorn, 
Songleſs ſtand, and branches bare, 

From them every honour torn, | 

Shrouds of diſmal whiteneſs wear. 


Plung'd in ſhade the nations lie, 3 
Cold and hunger curſe the ball; 

Shortliv'd days but look and die, 
Dreary night ingulphing all. 


Shuddering ploughmen crowd the hearth, 
Cattle melancholy grow; 
Life is ſtunn'd, and naked earth 
Veils her barren breaſt with ſnow. 


Shoulders cloſe, the fire hung o'er, 
Chat ſhrill youth and mumbling age, 
Scorch'd, not warm'd, their limbs before, 
Feel behind the Winter's rage. 


Stories long of former day 
Tells the grey-beard of the green ; 
Things for ever paſs'd away ; 
Sights now no where to be ſeen, 


At the gate the needy ſwarm ; 
Fire in froſt the fiercer burns; 
In proportion love be warm, 
As the ſeaſon cold returns. 


B 2 Imitate 
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Charity divine adore, 
Who foregoing thrones above, 
Was to make us wealthy, poor. 


He, whoſe eye the whole takes in, 
Saw this orb in ruin roll; | 

Souls immortal ſunk in fin, 
Sin! the Winter of the ſoul. 


Saw, and grieving at our tate, 
Laſten angels ! man became ; | 
Mercy reconcil'd with hate, 


In his perſon bore our blame. 


Shout ye worlds! new praiſes find ! 
Sing him through your boundleſs ſkies, 

Who on man's benighted mind, 

Made a glorious fun ariſe. 


SPRING. 


to 
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UNNY beams now gaily riſing, 
Riſe my ſoul in thanks and praiſe, 
Longeſt to him ſacrificing _ 
Who has given length of days. 


Flowery meadows fweets diffuſing 
Languiſh for the eye of day; 

And the northern blaſt accuſing, 
Sicken at his hateful ſtay. 


On the barren arctic flying 
Baleful tyrant turn thy wrath 

See ! the virgin bloſſoms dying 
How they ſtrew thy cruel path. 


Like a maiden, ſhy and fearful, 
Hidden thou by turns and ſeen, 
Frowneſt now, and now art chearful, 

Spring, creation's fickle queen! 


Winter's wither'd clutches hold thee 
Doting on thy youthful charms ; 
Summer longing to infold thee, 
Pulls thee to his ardent arms. 
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How his looks improve thy graces, 
Turn'd to him thy beauties glow ; 

Shun the Winter's cold embraces, 
Winter! bloom and beauty's foe. 


See the primroſe ſoftly ſhowing, 
| Sheds her milk-white drops around, 
Violets too and cowſlips blowing 

Scent the air and paint the ground. 


Sweeteſt ſoul-enliv*ning ſeaſon, 
Nature's laugh and Nature's ſong, 

Vegetation, ſenſe, and reaſon, . 
Round thee all enamour'd throng. 


Woodlarks warble in the valley, 
O'er the rocks ſwift rivers fall; 

Breezes through the foreſt fally ; 
All is Spring, and new is all. 


Through the tufty green- wood bounding 
Hark ! the notes of love we hear ; 
And a thouſand trains reſounding, 
Hail the morning of the years. 


Come, forſake the gloomy city, 

fields, the ſhining plains, 

Town-amuſements ſcorn and pity, 
Proving in the ſequel pains. 


Burn 


TY 
Burn ye gilded lamps and luſtres, 


To bedeck the fair in cluſters © 


ewels ! quit your Indian homes. 
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What is all this ſcene of glory 

To the wonders of the ſkies ! 

Loftieſt buildings fink before ye 
Where the rocks and mountains riſe. 


Pride of artificial beauty, 
Cumb'rous pomp of vain parade, 
Ply no more the dreſſers duty, 
Poor ſophiſticated aid! 


Gain ye nymphs the hue of Nature; 
Gentle exerciſe and air 

Will improve your ſtrength and ftature, 
Make you firm as well as fair, 


Scenes of verdure animating, 
Sun-bright glow of rural joy, 

Calm delights, and unabating, 
Which the growth of care deſtroy ! 


Pour your fineſt faſcination 


On the wayward heart of man, E 


Make him feel his paſt relation 
To creation's happy plan. 
B 4 


i iN 
Riſe ye columns, ſwell ye dome: 


Where 


L 
Where in groves divinely planted 
Earth's new-riſen monarch lay, 
Saw provided all he wanted, 
Paſt in ſocial bliſs the day, 


bales | SUMMER. 
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O * he comes the Summer jolly, 
Laughter ſports upon his eye, 

Clinging to him youthful folly, 
Warm affections round him fly. 


Spendthrift heir of ſurly Winter! 
Beauties wild profuſion fling, 

Deck the earth, and never ſtint her, 
Make the meadows ſmile and fing. 


Sing ye ſons of Vegetation, 
Blaſt nor mildew longer fear! 
Like to yours is man's duration; 

Human life is but a year. 


Sadder year than that of ſeaſon, 
Gleams of joy and ſorrows long: 
Guſts, that waſte the fields of reaſon, 
Griefs, that mingle in the ſong. 


But from gloomy recollection 
See the happy ruſtic free ; 
Simple, void of all reflection, 

See him moving o'er the lee. 


| CT wi] 
Home he hies, his labor ended, 
Summer's eve is ſweet to thoſe 


Who, on bed of flock extended, 
Can enjoy well-earn'd repoſe. 


To the leafy covert ſlanting, 
Tir'd the trav'ler ſhuns the road, 
On his wallet faint and panting 
Life's incumbrance is þeſtow'd. 


Through the village ſee them fitting, 
Freckl'd dames before the door; 

Spinning ceaſes now and knitting, 
While with folded arms they ſnore. 


Down the ſwarthe the mower ſweeping, 
Wonders at his dwarfiſh ſhade; 

While the merry maids are heaping, 
Up the haycocks in the glade, 


On the objects round abiding 
Trembles quick the rapid ray ; 

And the blazing ball high riding 
Darts inſufferable day. | 


In your ſheety waters laving 
Claſp me now ye curling ftreams, 
Sunk on your ſoft bed, and braving 
Sultry mid-day's fiery gleams. 


You 


L 
You the courſer ſeeks, and heated 
Cattle bathe in you their fide ; 
Stand in filence they, and treated, 
Feel your coolly floating tide, - 


Ope the glade, the deep' ning. dingle, 
Foreſts mountain-hung and lone; 

Where the wood-dove, never ſingle, 
Pours her melancholy moan. 


Here eſcap'd from mirthful humour, 
Oft to quiet thought reſign'd, 

Let me free from noiſe and rumour, 
Make acquaintance with my mind. 


Where the well atteſted ſtory 
Tells, that ſprites are ſometimes ſeen ; 
And the farmer grave and hoary  . 
Points, that fairy elves have been. . 


Limbs of mighty trees o'er-arching, 
High a vault tremendous raiſe ; 

Sober ſkies no longer parching, 
Glimmer through ten thouſand ways, 


Where the water breaks in ſpangles 
From the mazy cavern freed, 

With the pebbles ; while it-wrangles, 
How I love to fit and read, 


Sit 
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Sit and read the page pathetic, 


Thoughts of ſages gone before ; 
Moving fittons in poetic ; 
Truths of philoſophic lor. 


What the farce of gne reflettion = 
Could of human nature trace ; 
What its duty and direction, 
Since the means of ſaving grace. 


Trace to ſweetly anxious muſing. 
Down be learning's volume laid ; 

Studies more intenſe reſuſing, 
Give me pictures bolder aid. 


Scenes umbrageous and romantic, 
See the happy tablet ſtains ; 

Trees and cots groteſque and antic, 
Time-worn caftles proud remains. 


Bat to crown the whole with rapture, 
Lend me, tuneful nine, your kill; 
Twine a wreathe, Pll bleſs the capture, 

And the groves with muſic fill. 


AUTUMN. 
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AUTUMN. 


888 glories are departing; 
Fady Autumn ſaunters un; 

Into life but lately ſtarung, 
Flow rets ſay they muſt be gone. 


Down the ſouthern: region — 
See che Sun a courting —_ 

Like a fickle lover dealing, 
Leaves, but yet — 


Trees now glow like golden Ane 
Rich the tint; but ſhort its ſtay: 

Often human wealth increaſes, 
When the owner's on decay. 


* Permanence no where preſenting, 
Boaſts itſelf in human thing; 
Sterneſt, ſtrongeſt, all relenting, 
Changes ever changing bring. 


Little, ſcant, and always failing, 
Is the circumſtance of man, 

Small his force and unavaylinÞ, 
Ending ere it well began. 


Ow] 


O'er a ſea of ſhort exiſtence, 
Various pleaſures lure his fail, 

Folly ſhortens every diftance ; 
Hope, delufive hope, the gale ! 


Vigour, beauty ever moving, 
Viſit every ſhape and ſize; 

Here forſaking, there improving 
Men, beaſts, fiſhes, fowls, and flies. 


Blended in one common portion, . 
All are ſwept beneath the ſky; 

day whereto this wide abortion ? 
Whither active ſpirits fly. 


Juſt emerg'd to life, ſurprizing, 
Wond'ring intellectuals view 
Scenes unthought by poets riſing, 
Strange as pencil never drew. 


Wild delights enwing their fancies, 
In impaſſive life they play, 

Swifter than the lightning glances, 
Purer than the viſual ray. 


To their happy regions tending, 
Let me vigorous health employ ; 
Where no fear, no loſs impending, 
Joy can only yield to joy. 
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Let no guilty ſad reflection F 
Unremitting gnaw my mind ; 

Move my ſoul in kind direction 
To the whole of human kind. 


Innocence and truth combining 
Smile, though rage its thunders roll ; 

Fraud and malice ill deſigning , _ 
Shock, but cannot wound the ſoul. 


Thouſand vices round us ſtorming, 
Everlaſting warfare keep; 

Providence the whole reforming, 
Bids the individual weep. 


But his tears are not neglected 

In a ſtate on virtue's plan; 
There belov'd, though here rejected, 
Lives the world-deſpiſed man. 


Earthly honours, pomp and rattle, 
How and whereſoever thrown, 

Like a mark impreſs'd on cattle, 
Prove us only not our own. 


Pining under degradation, 
Vet the ſouls of human race 

Ply their vain imagination 
Each to riſe above his place. 


(6 
But in different ſcale of being, 
Higher worth alone refides ; 
Where from vile corruption freeing, 
Excellence of mind prefides. 


Spirit than its value taſting, 
Riſes mighty o'er the clod ; 
To extatic glories haſting 
In the preſence of its God. 


There the virtue perſevering 
Through this evil world of woe, 
Blooms, like Autumn's fruit, appearing, 
When the blaſts have ceas'd to blow. 


So ſang, or rather wiſh'd to fing, the ſwain, 

And lightly tonch'd of Britain's varying iſle 

The ſeaſons in the four-fac'd year; if day 
High fir'd the northern orb, and drove him glad 
To ſeek the ſhelter of the cover'd glade : 

Or if ſlope rays of more impartial ſuns 

Made him for mellow fruit the garden range ; 
Whether before the merry houſehold fire 

He fat reclin'd, and from the juicy bowl 

Drain'd ſoul-enchearing draughts, while all around 
Rung the wild tempeſt on the icebound ſhore ; 
Or rais'd to hope by new-enkindling beams 
Shar'd lukewarm radiance, and the churliſh blaſt, 


That 


(17 ] 
That checks the ſtarting ſpring ; delighted Bard! 
He ſtill the horrors and the pleaſures ſang 
Of thee, bleſt clime, that hot and frigid zones 
Still mak'ſ in mood allay'd to paſs by turn 
With change inſenfible about thee. Change! 
Perpetual, and in no fixt time return'd 
The ſame; yet gives one colour to each ſeaſon, 
And fills the glories of the Britiſh year. 


O IMB ER. 
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4. Epiftle from the Honſe ef Wn, f. 


Iſengag'd and alone, I know no better time 
Than now to addreſs myſelf to you in rhyme : 
And for the inelegant phraſe I rehearſe, 
Let the quaintneſs atone at the end of the verſe. 
You'll bid me deſcribe the fair region of Imber, 
It is fertile in corn, but abounds not in timber; 
For riding or walking no country can beat it, 
Herein it your Matlock excels, or I'll eat it. 
Such a carpet, dear Molly, your horſe you can't tire on, 
As ſmooth as the blanket on which your maids won. 
The air is ſo pure, and the water ſo good, 
And the ſquire and his lady provide us ſuch food, 
That I've much ado to make abſtinence o'erpoiſe, 
And not to come home again, fat as a porpoiſe. 
Tho? the ſqire's in ſome things rather ſtingy and queer. 
He hates te ſee water drunk, grudges ſmall beer: 
And in order to circulate good things the quicker, 
Diſcourages drinking of healths in this liquor. 
Well thought on! I'll tell you now what will ſurprize, 
Will turn up in wonder the whites of your eyes; 
I'm term'd the Philoſopher here by the ladies, 
My demeanour ſo grave, my deportment ſo ſtaid is. 
This is what you ne'er thought me before in your life; 
Sometimes the man's made ſo by help of his wiſe ; | 

| Render'd 
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Render'd patient and tame, and reclaim'd from his folly, 
And his rib thus becomes his ſtrait-waiſtcoat, dear Molly, 
But whither on Pegaſus' wing am I ftraying ? 

Your Pegaſus is but an aſs by his braying, 

Critics ſmartly reply.—Sir, don't give yourſelf airs, 
But briefly inform us, how each of you fares ? 


The breakfaſt being finiſhed, we muſter our forces, 
The ladies, ſquire, major, and doctor, mount horſes ; 
And I, the Philoſopher, alſo attend; 

Don't frown, for the ladies ſo call me their friend. 
O'er hill and o'er level we ſcamper and trot, 
Sometimes by a copſe-wood, ſometimes by a cot; 
Then again, fide by fide to each other, we get up, 
Away ſcours the doctor, „a titup, a titup:“ 

For the doctor, my deareſt, beſtrides a tight poney, 
While the ſquire mounts a prancer, that's ſtately and honey, 
The major he gallops on fair Molly Long- legs, 

And I follow after on courſer with ſtrong legs. 

But to look at the ladies, the ladies fo fair; 

To ſee how their treſſes ſtream out to the air, 

How pins nor pomatum can keep them from flying, 
And their hats and their feathers are off their headshieing: 
You would ſwear they were nymphs who attend upon Di, 
(I can't find a rhyme for Diana, not I;) 

Or the Muſes had off with Apollo's ſteeds run, 

To brighten the hills more, than he with his ſun. 
Returning to dinner—we eat and we chat 

Shall I ſend you a wing, Sir? a ſmall bit of fat 
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What excellent bacon ! the peaſe are quite ſweet— 
Dear Ma'am, let me help you —you've nothing to eat; 
And you, Sir, eat nothing; this pudding's well boil'd. 
Pm fearful fatigue has your appetite ſpoil'd. 
Shall T have the honour to drink, Ma'am, with you? 
Half a glaſs, —if you pleaſe, Sir—here, John, bring us 
What ſay you now, gents, to a ſup of malt wine ? 
»Tis as ſmooth, Sir, as oil; how delightfully fine! 
Come, fill up your glaſſes; To friends in all lands : 
Help the ladies—With you, Sir, the bottle now ſtands. 
Suppoſe the meal ended, and taken our drink, 
Some go off to bus'neſs ; ſome ſteal off to think : 
Some retire to the green, if the weather don't ſcowl 
And “ rub, rub, rub, rub,” is diſcourſe to the bowl: 
Dear Sir, you're too narrow); tis off from the green; 
O Ma'am, I proteſt t'ye, you've bowl'd like a queen: 
Pl hold any wager, you'll be quite as nigh as 
The major or ſquire, if the bowl hold its bias. 
The doctor diſdains to be left in the lurch, 
Stick as cloſe to the jack, as he would to the church: 
«© Three in, I declare; but as ſure as a gun, 
You've bowl'd much too hard, Sir; no, Sir, he won't 

run; . 
He will though, I ſee ; and indeed he draws one.” 
So laughing, and whooping, and joking, and jeering, 
We divert all the village around within hearing, 
Till tea redemand us from ſport to its table, 
And evening returns on her pinions of ſable. 

Then 
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Then we ſit to our whiſt for an hour and a half, 

We loſe and we win, and we fret and we laugh; 
When the ſervant announces the ſeaſon to ſup, 

The cards they go down, and the ladies riſe up. 
Now ſupper, you know, tho' I ſeldom can eat, 

I always have reckon'd the pleaſanteſt treat: 

"Tis the banquet of reaſon ; for bus'neſs being o'er, 
We let looſe our fancies, new themes to explore ; 
Thro' philoſophy, politics, morals, we range, 

From the court to the camp, to the ſea, to the change ; 
Till ſleep his ſweet poppies diſtil on our heads; 

Good night t'ye then, Molly, we go to our beds; 
When dreams will beſet us, not ſuch as you dream 
At Matlock, the rival of Helicon's ſtream, 

Where wit wanton revels o'er ſharp and ſublime, 
Through ſoft or pathetic, in blank or in rhime ; 

And ſometimes deſcends to conundrum or pun, 

With a mixture of laic and clerical fun : 

For here no Pierian fountains abound, 

No wood-hung high mountains; no claſſical ground; 
Our dreams then are vulgar, of bowl 6r of ball; 
I mean but the billiard that ſtands in the hall; 

Not the bright one of day, that Apollo ſtill guides; 
Nor his ſiſters, who o'er us at preſent preſides: 

Of horſes terreſtrial, ne'er quitting the land ; 

No Pegaſus bounding beyond all command : 

So pardon intreat for my verſes which creep, 

Who awake can have flights that has none in his ſleep? 
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A Addreſs to Mr. B——s of Tewifbury „ Tronmonger, oy 


bis Birth-Day. 


H Thomas, may thy angel! true 
Thy chain of life extend; 
And add a thouſand links thereto, 
So prays a faſt-clencht friend. 


Long live thy ſpouſe, by Love's bright flame 
Cloſed welded to thy fide, 

And duty in thy children's frame, 
Faſt rivetted refide. 


And may'ſt thou neither ruſt or ſtain, | 
No canker ever feel; | 
With heart as ſoft as filken ſkein, 


Thy ribs be ribs of fteel. 


Loud as a cannon through the land 
May thy good name reſound, 

And the ſtrong hammer of thine hand 
Thy enemies confound. 


Aided by thee, my verſes flow; 
Their tinkle owe to thee : 

As iron ſharpeneth iron, ſo 
Thy friendſhip ſharpeneth me, 


Keen 


GT 
Keen be thy ſenſe, like ſword, that tried ; 
Thy wit, like point of prong ; 
Thy judgment, like a ſaw divide 
The right fide from the wrong. 


Firm as anvil may'ſt thou bear 
The ftrokes of every clime, 
And hike a harden'd file fill wear 
The teeth of envious time. 


Round in thyſelf, like poliſh'd ball, 
Shine always ſmooth and bright ; 

When other Tronmongers fall, 
May'ſ thou ſtand bolt upright. 


And when Life's forge will work no 9 . 
Fire gone, and metal cold, | 
Alchymiſt death, at touch, thy ore 
Shall all tranſmute to gold. 


While plough ſhall turn the fertile mold ; 
While needle ſeek the pole; 

While fetters lock, and bars ſhall hold, 
Thy love ſhall nail my ſoul. 
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BETSEY R—, 


* E nymphs of the waters, Bath, Briſtol, and Spa, 
Made a terrible pother of late; 

In humour indignant, round Venus they draw, 
And thus did her goddeſship rate : | 


We, Madam, aſſemble to aſk you the reaſon, 
Conceiving it right we ſhould know, 

Why thus you are grown out of meaſure and ſeaſon 
So fond of that puſs, Betſey R——? 


At all times, you know, we have lent you our aid 
Your reign o'er mankind to prolong ; 

The lame, the conſumptive, the feeble, have ſtay'd, 
And rendered them handſome and ſtrong. 


Shall waters that ting'd with a hue of the gold, 
Or with poliſh'd ſteel particles ſhine ? 

Shall the ſoft milky ftream, that down Clifton is roll'd, 
Re exchang'd for a plunge in the brine ? 


To us give the charm, and the power to enſlave ; 
Nor laviſh on Betſey our due ; | 
Who often, we *re told, as ſhe roſe from the wave, 


Silly Queen, has been worſhip'd for you! 
| Such 
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Such a frown gentle Venus then quickly put on, 
As the laugh-loving Goddeſs could ſhow, 

Which paſſing, but made (for *twas inſtantly gone) 
Her beauties more pointedly glow. 


Adorers, ſaid ſhe, I ſtill faithful ſhall find 
In thoſe who converſe with the ſea : 

They are bold, they are hardy, they're loving and kind, 
And therefore moſt pleaſing to me. 


From the deep oozy bed of old Ocean I roſe, 
To reign both above and below, | 

The waves that produc'd me, a ſecond, diſcloſe 
A ſiſter in dear Betſey R. 


Haſte away, Britiſh ladies, to Margate's fair ftrand, 
For exerciſe, water, and air, 


Betſey R-—, with the Loves and the Graces at hand, 
My likeneſs, attends on you there. 


Then pardon me Naiads, a Nereid I prize, 
However you wrangle and reaſon, 

We are both from the brine ; and as long as time flies, 
What's ſalted is ever in ſeaſon, 
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Deſcription 
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Deſcription of the Neighbourhood of Abergavenny. 


A when the ſun the laſt revolving year 

Had made his wideſ courſe around our ſphere, 
From Bladud's town for healing waters fam'd, 
My devious Muſe her comic numbers fram'd; 

From mills ſublimer now her draughts ſhe drains, 
And higher ries in poetic ſtrains. | 

Of mountains here we view a mightier pile, 

The hills are loftier, loſtier be the ſtile. 

Like nervous hunters of great Nimrod's race, 

O'er rugged cliffs we urge our ardent pace, 

The high-hung foreſts wonder, as we riſe, 

And ſee us ſoon beyond them in the ſkies ; 

A purer air, our panting boſoms ſwells 

With freſhen'd perfumes from the flowery dells. 
And heights that threaten o'er the humble ſwains, 
From vaſter ſummits ſeen, now fink to plains. 

The outſtretch'd plain, its various wonders ſpreads, 
Groves, feats, and cottages, on moſly beds, 
Smaller and fainter, tall the blended ſkies 

Steal the hight proſpect from the wearied eyes; 
While wand'ring Uſk, that wantons through the vales, 
Shows his bright ſurface, and by turns conceals. 
Fair Bergavenny on a riſing ground 

Sits as the miſtreſs of the region round: 


The 
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The ſkirts of which three tow' ring mountains grace, 
Full of rich culture, but of different face; 
The Blorench, preſſing on the fixed eye, 

Stands a vaſt pedeſtal to prop the ſky : 

The ſpringing Pen- a-vale, from lower height, 
Sends a blue turret to ſurprize the ſight. 

And ſurging Skirid heaves its high-ridg'd clift 
To ſtop, the grey gloom of the cloudy drift. 
Here ſuperſtitious Papiſts often tread 

To fetch the ſacred duſt from off its head ; 
Which, as tradition ſays, was rifted through 
When Chriſt for man the pangs of dying knew, 
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FROM HORACE. 


HE righteous man, of vices clear, 

May ſcorn the mooriſh bow and fpear ; 
Nor needs envenom'd quivers bear, 
Which teem with ſurer death. 


Though rough Caucaſian deſerts o'er 
He tread, or Afric's ſultry ſhore, 
Or where faſt by ſo fam'd of yore, 
_ Hydalſpes licks the path. 
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Vnarm'd along the Sabine grove, 
As Lalage, I ſang my love 
Beyond my bounds, and careleſs rove, 

A wolf me lately fled. 


So dire a monſter never ſtood 
On Danaw's banks imbrown'd with wood ; 
Hot Lybia nurſe of lion brood, 

No ſterner ſavage bred. 


Lay me where fields for ever freeze, 

No bloſſoms blow, nor breathes the breeze, 
Round which, of verdure void and trees, 
Still miſts eternal move. 
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Lay me on burning ſandy piles, 
Which heat of man's abode beguiles 


Who ſweetly talks, who ſweetly ſmiles 
My Lalage P11 love. 
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ELEGY Toe VIRTUE. 


J. 


HAT ſmall emoluments can gold procure; 
Which but the caſket, not the gem adorns ; 
The ſoul in virtue only reſts ſecure, | | 
Tho? conſcience may be lull'd, he bribery es 


II. 
All wealth, all ſtrength, all beauty muſt decay, 
All pleaſures ceaſe, when ſenſe to taſte them fails, 
Paſt joy for ever, like the fleeting day, 
To the vaſt ocean of oblivion ſails. 


1 
What is then permanent, deluded man! 
Since perſon, riches, rank, we muſt forego? 
Oh ! underſtanding, wiſdom, genius can 
With never-fading ſtrength perſiſt to grow. 


IV. | 
Theſe mental honours ne'er will paſs away; 


Theſe are not ſubject to the rage of time; 
The mind's rich heritages never lay 


In heaps, like buildings form'd of ſtone and lime. 
| 8 Riſe, 
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V. 
Riſe, mighty youth! then lift your ardent eyes 
To Fame's bright portal; thither ruſh with ſpeed; 
Enter the chambers, where proud Science lies; 


Awake, addreſs, and off her beauties lead. 


VI. 
| Raiſe ſhining trophies for your future tomb, 
Let Fame announce you princes of your kind ; 
Scan all the texture of fair Wiſdom's loom, 
And leave no knowledge unexplor'd behind. 


VII. 
Unleſs the ſcope and end of all atchieve 
For God's high glory, and the good of men, 
They'll drop like Autumn foliage off, and leave 
You boggar'd, naked, ſhivering, hopeleſs, then. 


3 VIII. 
But the rich treaſures of good actions paſt, 
Defying age, diſaſter, and diſeaſe, 
In ſpite of death and hell itſelf ſhall laſt, 
And through eternity reflection pleaſe. 


IX. 


Theſe, my dear friends, and only theſe your claim 
Will never leave you deſolate and lone: 
All vain accompliſhments retreat with ſhame; 
Thele ever bloom inſeparably your own. 
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TRONG is the graſp of pure inſtinctive love; 

Nor child of Fancy, nor of Reaſon taught: 
It falls as lightning from the God above; 

As e bids, and inſtantly the fire is caught. 


II. 

Hence the fond parent is impell'd to doat 
On objects who no merit have to plead ; 
While other paſſions on the ſurface float, 

This captive takes the inmoſt foul indeed. 


III. 
But the quick fire ſtill ſubject to decay, 
If nothing amiable impede its flight, 
Fades like the luſtre of departing day, 
Loſt in the ſhadow of oblivious night. 


What 
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"IV. 
What ardent paſſions ſex to ſex impell! 
But are they laſting ? ſay, with love who pine, 
To winds aloud, the filent groves will tell 
A thouſand vows they every day confign. 


i 
There the ſweet wherch, who gave her guileleſs foul 
To fancy'd excellence i in faithleſs man, 
Complains of lagging ſuns, how flow they roll! 
How long thoſe hours, which once ſo ſwiftly ran! 
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There the weak man, who thought the world reſign'd 
A price too ſmall to buy the heedleſs maid, 
Laments too late the errors of his mind ; 
His truth unfelt—his ſervice ill repaid, 


VII. 


Oh for a heart whoſe tender ſtuff, might prove 
The bed, where every kind deſire could thrive; 

Round which whatever circumſtances move, 
Affection ſtill, and Gratitude' s alive, 


VII. 
Then haſten Friendſhip, with thy lambent eye, 
Of neither ſex, dear untumultueus good, 
To my ſad mind thy healing balm apply ; 
And chear my ſpirit's melancholy mood. 


D For 
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N. 

For Virtue only can enſure thy ſmiles; 
Poſſeſſing thee, the more ourſelves we prize; 

Gold boaſts in vain to thee his glittering piles ; 
Thou purchaſe only of the juſt and wiſe. 


X. 
How firm, and yet how delicate thy frame, 
A warmth no blight of fortune can alloy, 
With chilling blaſt alone thy vital frame 
Ingratitude and perfidy deftroy. 


Though kin forſake, though wealth and beauty fail, 
When ſtrength no more nor majeſty adorns ; My 
Low laid the object deep in miſery's vale, 
To quit it ſympathizing Friendſhip ſcorns. 


| XIII. 
So to the ſun, in one direction true, 
Both ſoft and ſtrong the tropic breezes blow, _ 
Though clouds obſcure his face, they fill purſue ; 
Nor changes in their conſtant current know. 
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To an injured Friend. 


O teach the cruel Adder to be kind : 

Go teach the Deaf to hear; to ſee the Blind : 
Go teach the Lamb to mock the Lion's rage ; 
Make Cowards valiant, and the Fooliſh ſage : 
Go bid the wretch, whom torturing racks diſtend. 
Delight in agony, and fear twill end. 

Do this my friend for wonders always pleaſe, 
You'll outſhow Cox and Wildman with his bees: 
And why not all as well—nay, do not ſtart, 
As heal the rancour of the human heart ? 
Nature has arm'd the weak and viler kind 
With poiſon forward, or with ſtink behind : 
So the loath'd Serpent in his cavern lies ; 

So the foul Bonaſus the hunter flies : 

So hateful Spiders watch in ambuſcade z 

So hounds by Reynard's urine are diſmay'd ; 
And when with horror we approaches ſhun, 
Not from their force, but filthineſs we run : 
Yet creatures moſt contemptible have uſe ; 
Then turn to gain the virulent abuſe. 
However cautious erring mortals tread, 

Paſſion betrays the heart, miſtake the head, 
Let us then, Joe, when envious foes aſſail, 
Weigh our own failures in the ſpiteful ſcale ; 
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„ 
So ſtrongeſt poiſons often drain apply'd 
- Morbific ſores, which gentler means deride. 
So the fell Scorpions bruis'd, their bite aſſwage, 
So Toads ſuck out the gathering cancer's rage. 
Tremble, my friend, to think what riſ you run, 
Had fuch commended, you had been undone ; | 
The dying cenſure—pity, and receive, 
*Tis all the panegyric fools can give; 
Nor fret becauſe they ftrive the good to hit, 
O think how blockheads long to ſhow their Wit! 
And like unſkilſul archers only dare 
Take aim at characters enlarg'd and fair. 
Thoſe who have leaſt, moſt wiſh to ſhow their ſenſe; 
How fond are little boys of filver pence. 
Long live ye men, of ſlender ſenſe and taper, 
The noiſe perpetuate that made your paper; 
Like clack of mill, a ſet of ſcolding phraſes, 
Though loud and diſſonant, no miſchief raiſes. 
The fib, that none believes, there's ſcarcely fin in, 
O worthy ſlaves to rags and dirty linen! 
Which but for you muſt on the dunghill lie, 
Nor mount in paper kite to ſkim the ſky, 
Plump ftationers and paper-merchants, hail 
Your works, to which beſt authors turn their tail. 
Still ſwarm, like maggots, may your numerous brood, 
To folly martyrs for the public good, 
Revenue largely from your ſcribbling gains, 
And kings are fatten'd by your meagre brains. 
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As thus in rhyming mood before the fire, 
I fat down breathing out indignant ire, 

A rap—and who ſhould enter but Apollo, 
A critic grins—had he nought elſe to follow ? 
Faith, I can't tell—nor ſhall I make enquiry ; 
The Poets often - Critics always tire ye. NN 
Don't interrupt Apollo, as I've ſaid, | 1 
Steps in, and lays his hand upon my head | 
What could provoke thee thus againſt all rules, 
He cries, to ſatyrize the Muſes fools ; 
Poor devils, that we keep for our diverſion— 
Who ever thought them worth a grave inſertion ? 
A carcaſe never ſoils the Lion's paw ; 

They're dead in every ſenſe, but that of law. 
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AR from the arms of her I dearly love, 
To cruel baniſhment condemn'd I go; 
No cool delight now haunts the ſhaded grove, 
And chearful ſunſhine but augments my woe. 


Before me vainly blooms the youthful year, 
In barren ſolitude the proſpects riſe ; 

Behind me verd'rous all the views appear, 
When t'wards my love I turn my willing eye. 


Ye flow'ry tribes, no more your heads uprear, 
Your fragrant breath on me no longer waſte ; 
Fade ! fade, ye flow'rets, Molly is not here, 
Nor mock my ſenſe with what J cannot taſte. 


Ye hills, whoſe cloven ſummits pierce the ſky, 


Ye outſpread plains, and hollow clift-hung dells 


Ye willow'd waters that I linger'd by, 
Tearing my feet from where my Molly dwells, 


When ſhall I tread the pleaſing tract again, 


Say, when anew your varying ſcenes behold ; _ 
And the dear cauſe and cure of all my pain, 


Once more within my longing arms infold ? 


1. WW! 


Rough winter firſt with iron hand mutt lay 
His angry ſcourge upon the blaſted land; 

Weak hazy ſuns emit a level ray, | 
And ſurges thunder on the frighted ſtrand. 


Hence, when the od'rous gales ſhall ceaſe to blow, 
And ſummer kindly warmth no more ſupplies ; 
To taſte the fragrance of her breath I'II go, 
And ſeek the ſweeter ſunſhine of her eyes. 


Pour on me then, ye icy rains, your ire, 
That ride the ſharp edge of the northern blaſt ; 
My boſom, warm with love's unvanquiſh'd fire, 
Shall ſcorn your rage, nor ſlack its eager haſte. 


Tho' ſpiry mountains lay between, that hide 
Their horrid height in never thawing ſnows ; 
Undaunted o'er the airy ridge I'd ſtride, 
To taſte the bliſs her company beſtows. 


Tho? torrents drove athwart their giddy courſe, 
To loer menacing unkind delay ; 
I'd plunge the flood, and with unweary'd force, 
Daſh the bold billow that oppos'd, away. 


Love, gen'rous power, within my glowing heart, 
Has kindled up has everlaſting lamp ; 

Which ftill ſhall burn, tho? vital flame depart, 
Child by cold death's inevitable damp. 


D 4 Love 
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Love with the looſen'd ſoul ſhall ſcale the fkies, 
To the broad kingdoms of eternal day ; 
Below, it heightens ev'ry joy we prize, 
Above, it ſwells the raptur'd ſeraph's lay, 
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AN ODE. 


LY ſwift, ye minutes, haſte away, 
Minutes, each a tedious day, 

Glide on, and waft me to my love, 

And, when ſhe's preſent, never move. 


To me, impell'd by love's ſoft rage, 
Now ev'ry hour becomes an age; 
But when I'm with my charming fair, 
Too ſhort a thouſand ages were. 


For was I ſure with her to live 

The largeſt period time could give, 
My wiſh wou'd ſtill each day renew, 
And grudge the moment as it flew, 


Then lag not Time, but onward ſpring, 
O could my wiſhes give thee wing ! 
Compar'd with them, ſo quick they go, 
The look-eluding lightning's flow. 


But more will ſullen Time delay, 
The more I bid him ſpeed away; 
Then lend me, queen of love, thy car, 
And bear me to the weſtward far. 
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Soon to my fair one's arms I'd hie, 
In that retreat all care defy, 

© Save what to pleaſe her I employ; 
And ſure that care is ſweeteſt joy. 


With her o'er flow'ry hills I'Il tray, 
With her chaſe down the ſummer day, 
And till night's ſhadows bid adieu, 
In dreams the former ſun renew ! 


The longeſt life thus ſpent would ſeem, 
Whene'er *twas paſt, ſo ſhort a dream, 
Her image only could recall 

A ſenſe, that I had liv'd at all. 
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OW roſes bloſſom, meads are ſhorn, 
And gently waves the verdant corn; 

The ſky is brightly blue, and hark! 
How ſweetly ſings the riſing lark; 

Come, come, my Mira! ſleep no more; 
Awake to love and converſe dear ; 

When tempeſts thunder on the ſhore, 
You'll wiſh, in vain, the ſummer near. 


| Inhale the breeze, that fans the flower; 

Which ſweeter back thy lips ſhall pour: 

O could I breathe no gale but this ; 

And make my life one lengthen'd kiſs. 
With arm entwin'd, oh ! let us hie 

To that groteſquely hanging grove, 
Upon its ſhaggy brow I ſpy 

A cottage form'd for us and love. 


Not more yon ſky-clad mountain's ſpire 
The wondering clouds beneath admire, 
Than village ſwains my conſtant love, 
Their vulgar flames ſo far above: 

But who, when luſcious grapes depend, 
From thorny brake would berries pull ? 

And when ſuch charms, as thine, tranſcend, 


The paſſion's young, though years be full, 1 
| P 
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Up heaven's high ſteep days dazzling ſtar, 
Behind has left the eaſt afar : 
The bees from flowery hill and plain 
Rich ſun-exalted juices drain: 

Let us, my fair one, uſe as they, 
The favours granted from above: 

Draw bleſſings from our ſhort-liv'd day; 
Man's true purſuit is peace and love, 


Cain 
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HEN joyful angels that auſpicious morn / // 
Lo judah's ſhepherds ſang, a Saviour born; 
As glowing ſeraphs tun'd the gracious lay, 

The tempeſts dy'd in melody away. 

The wrathful breaking of the billowy ſeas 

Sunk in ſmooth calm, and gave the ſeaman eaſe; 
All nature thrill'd with temporary joy, 

And felt a trance of bliſs without alloy. 

Liſten aſtoniſh'd gales ! your maker deigns 

To live a life your tainted ftream ſuſtains ; 

To feed, like man, on elements impure, 

And paſs his days diſtreſsful and obſcure. 

Low in a manger lies the Godhead, where 
The ſtalled ox and fatling fodder'd are; f 
Where the poor object, whom no kindred own, 

To chance abandon'd, and to ſhift alone, 

Curſing his hard allotment, lays his head. 

The world's great Saviour makes his natal bed, 

Like fleecy innocent, his emblem, he 

"The final ſacrifice for all to be. 

By men rejected, as the ſeer foretold ; 

The lamb of God was cradled in the fold. 


Haſte 
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Haſte firſt, you rural ſwains, to feaſt your eyes, 
- The earth's Almighty Lord its firſtling lies; 
Behold him pillow'd on the humble ftraw, 
Who gave revolving ſpheres eternal law : 
Who bid worlds riſe from nothing, call'd forth light 
From the dark depth of all involving night : 
Who wak'd the duſt, and breath'd the human thought, 
Come down to fave the work his hands had wrought 
From ruin infinite ; nor ſhunned he 
The death himſelf, O man! to ſuccour thee ! 
To this young monarch, as the power was given, 
So was the regal pomp proclaim'd from heaven. 
A fiery globe of ſpirits immortal hymn'd 
The Son of God in veil of fleſh bedimm'd ; 
And how he deign'd to human compaſs, they 
Bending the ſtyle of their ecſtatic lay, 
For helpleſs man, with pity mov'd divine, 
Sweet mercy make with juſtice to combine, 
Severity with love. To God on high 
Glory they ſung above the ſtarry ſky, 
Peace to the realms of earth, to human race, 
Wondering benevolence at the proffer'd grace. 
Mean while, this ſung, with full harmonious ſtroke 
Melodious thunder from the voices broke 
Of angel choiriſters; amazing peal, 
Which made the ſtartled ſoul through all its ſubſtance 
feel: © 
Spheres in their orbits danc'd ; and the glad ſun 
Already wiſh'd his radiant courſe begun ; 
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Delicious ſo the carrol rolPd along , 
And in ſweet frenzy wrapt the ruſtic throng. | 

Thus to the ſimple ſwains it was decreed, 

As Abraham's iſſue, and the choſen feed, 

The mighty ſhepherds coming to proclaim 

Among the people, where he ſet his name: 

And by immediate embaſſy to tell | 
How he redeem them would from death and hell 13 
Conduct them through this wilderneſs of woe, 
To fields of bliſs, where joys for ever grow: 
Where prowls no wolf, no cruel ſpoilers come ; 
But Chriſt ſecures an everlaſting home, | 

Yet was the grace by Providence aſſign'd 

To the ſelected nation, not confin'd, 

Th? angelic hoſt to diſtant view a ſtar 

Embodied ſent its glittering rays afar 

O'er the benighted eaſt ; whoſe ſudden blaze 
AttraQts the royal Magi's curious gaze, 

Struck with the new-born gleam, their patient way 
They take to where the hallow*d infant lay. 
High gifts they bore for kingly preſence meet, 
And lay the regal ſymbols at his feet: 

For ſuch they ſymbols were ; nor needed he 

This wealth for ſtate or ſuſtenance to ſee 

The God, who rules (as David ſweetly ſings) 

'Ten thouſand mountains, valleys, ſeas, and ſprings, 
To mortals known his hunger will not make, 

Nor wants man's ſilly aid his thirſt to ſlake. 


Can 
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Can the vile apery of worldy ſhow, ana 
And all the tawdry pageantry belo ww... 

Attract his longings, in whoſe purer fight, 

The pureſt ſuns but beam imperfe&t light. 

That light, which abſent, in the poliſh'd gold 

We luſtre little, as in mire behold; 

But for whoſe ray the brilliant diamonds throw- 

No keener luftre than the blackeſt ſloe, 

By whoſe tranſparence all things elſe are clear'd, 

And the orbs glitter in their courſe, one pee 

To his intolerable glory dim, 

Is a dark veil between the ſoul and him. 

No charm can human vanities ſet forth | 

To him, who knows them leſs than nothing worth ; 

Who came deſcended from his throne on high, 

To teach men how to live, and how to die. 

For ſure thoſe gewgaws, which we weakly call 

High rank and grandeur, ſerve but to enthrall; 

To higher value never raiſe the mind, 

But always leave degrading ſtains behind : 

Confer intrinſic merit never can, 

Bedeck the outward, foil the inward man : 

Before his eyes an equal ſtation hold, | 

The monarch felling, and the ſlave that's ſold. 

And greater he, who humble tills the plain, 

Than the proud ruler of the world's domain. 

To quench unkind Ambition's graſping rage, 

That in its progreſs heeds nor ſex nor age. 


* 
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Our Saviour ſpurn'd magnificence of life ; 
(Splendor, that envy irritates and ſtrife.) 
He for example choſe the humbleſt place, 

To ſhew what beſt befits a fallen race; 

Of all your fertile fields, (ye rich be ſham'd,) 
Their own Creator no poſſeſſion claim'd. 

With the rough tool his ſacred hand he wore ; 
From ſhaggy hills the rude material bore, 

To ſhow mankind that labour is their due, 

And that from toil ſubſiſtence ſhould accrue. 

The rugged wilderneſs he try'd in flight, 

A tender infant; and conceald by night, 
Through the drear waſte to ſhun a tyrant paſt, 
From firſt the child of ſorrows to the laſt. 

Thrice ten times round the annual orb had flown, 
And Chriſt was now to heigth of manhood grown, 
Before he entered on the ſacred charge, 

And ſpoke his miſſion to the world at large ; 

To filial duty and obedience bow'd; 

Still by rare gifts diſtinguiſh'd from the crowd. 
Something divine at ſtated periods ſhone, 

That prov'd his pow'r not that of man alone; 

So oft in gloom the deeply hanging cloud, 

The Sun's effulgence will in winter ſhroud ; 

Yet by obſerving may be fairly trac'd, 

In the dim miſt his radiant form effac'd, 

Till breaking forth and ſpreading all around, 
The unrivall'd luſtre ſparkles on the ground; 
Gentle, with human weakneſs he comply'd, 
E 
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Nor from his mother's inſtance turn'd afide, 
Till came the period, whence his whole employ 
Began the devil's empire to deitroy ; 
Impetuous paſſion felt his ſtilling breath; 
Thoſe charms, which faſten to the gates of death. 
Hell groan'd through all her gulphs, with ſulphurous 
tears, 
The fiends outrageous teſtify their fears ; Te 
That now approach'd with quicken'd pace their doom, 
Of torture and unutterable gloom : 
That ſpoil'd of this permitted ſcanty light; 
The planets lumination under night 
Of everlaſting bolted darkneſs they 
Muſt lie in terrors, and to pangs a prey. | 
The furious demons frantic with the thought, 8 
Their whole infernal band together brought, 
Pour'd their keen rancour on Judea's land, 
The power divine of Jeſus to withſtand, 
By deſperate folly urg'd : God ſaw and ſmil'd ; 
The Almighty laugh'd to ſce their ſpite beguil'd ; 
He granted ſcope ; he gave them lengthen'd chain, 
For never yet before, nor ſince again 
Roſe the ſad period, when the horrid crew 
Of curſt apoſtate ſpirits hither drew 
Such might and malice ; from their dens of woe 
Hell-tygers ſprung ; to multitudes they grow : 
Ober Jordan's coaſt with famiſh'd ſpeed they tore; 
They ſeize with rapid rage ; they rend, they roar ; 
And now no longer (though with purpoſe fell) 
By ſoft inſinuation ply the ſpell : 
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No more alone to prompt and ſway confin'd, 
Like wreſtlers, preſs upon the force inclin'd ; 
But fierce with open violence controul ; 
Rack the wrench'd body and diſmay the ſoul : 
All wretched ſunk in depth of human woes 
On whom the demon dealt their deadly blows, 
Deſerting and deſerted, roam forlorn, 
From deareſt friends and fond connexions torne 
To the lone tombs ſome take a frightful path, 
With melancholy fraught and baleful wrath ; 
From dire attraction ſeek the ſhadowy hoſt, 
And hail with horrid yells the guilty ghoſt; 
On fouls of ſullen malice drawn to length, 
Dark goblins acting gave a tenfold ſtrength ; 
Like evening wolves in wait fer blood they lay, 
Men paſs'd no mere the deſolated way: 
While fiends of quicker rage and haſtier ire; 
Drag their vext victims to the wave or fire: 
Thus far God ſuffer'd them; nor do we know 
How far their utmoſt power put forth might go; 
How ſoon they would (ſet looſe to range) deſtroy 
Heaven's fair creation with maligant joy; 
Tremble not man, frail worm, thy God ſtands by 
He launch'd with hand Almighty *thwart the ky 


Immenſity of world; he bid; they grew; 

He touch'd ; through void unmeaſurable flew 

The ſtartl'd globes ; once more his powerful call 
They hear; and bend obedient round each central ball: 
He made thoſe angels too; who whilom loſt 

Primeval virtue, and for pride were toſt 
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O'er hea'vns high battlements in endleſs pain; 
Ruin irrevocable ever to remain. 

Vain is their envy, providence thy friend, 
Who makes their rancour but promote his end; 
What could they not, but for his fending hand 
He lifts it up; all ine ffectual ſtand. 
Their ſtrongeſt efforts by inaction croſt, 
As torrents ſtagnate by arreſting froft. 
Before the Lord of health diſeaſes fled ; 
His potent voice from death call'd back the dead : 
The blind with tranſport rolls his new-born eye, 
The deaf's aſtoniſn'd at his own reply, 
Of praiſe the dumb reiterates the ſong ; 

— And like the hart the cripple bounds along. 
His aweful word the raving ſtorms deter: 
And wondering earth ſaw bread not ſprung from her. 
Till came that fixed period, which the ſun 
Mark'd as moſt fignal fince his courſe begun: 
Terrify'd nature hid it from their ſight, 
And veil'd that day with blackeſt ſhades of night; 
Earth groan'd convuls'd ; forth leapt the ſnee ted dead, 
Beyond their limits for ſome moments fled ; 
And pay'd in haſte, by ſtrong affection mov'd, 
An awful-viſit to the friends they lov'd. 

- The great Meſſiah fell by impious hands 

Of his fell country and the Roman bands; 
Derided, ſcourg'd, and tortur'd to the grave, 
Unpitied by the fouls he dy'd to ſave 
The Jews their gracious Sovereign thus depoſe, 
And have that Ceſar for their king they choſe. 


What 
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What deviliſh fury drove their impious brood 
To call down vengeance for his holy blood 
Themſelves upon and children ; thus to dare 
Challenge Almighty juſtice not to ſpare. 
Nor lagg'd the imprecated doom; and thou, 
O! Roman, nurs'd in blood, beneath muſt bow 
(Thou the world's maſter ; all thy glory ſtain'd,) 
Nations thy pride once utterly diſdain'd 
And be no more a name. But thou ſhalt reign 
Ador'd Immanuel! to thy fide ſhalt gain 
The wiſe and faithful, and the bad reſign 
To regions dolorous and unbenign : 
But when ſhall this befall! Lord when commence 
Thy glorious kingdom, ſay, what ages hence. 
To this the righteous ſtretch their ardent eyes, 
For this oppreſſed innocency cries; 
And every feeling heart diſtreſs in view, 
Wiſhes a better world, and ſyſtem new. | 
When the great Angel ſhall his arm uprear, 
And by the God that lives for ever ſwear, 
On middle ocean treading and the ſhore, 
That time ſhall never thence be counted more ; 
Themſelves that inſtant chang'd the juſt ſhall find, 
And leave all ſorrow, fear, and care behind. 


Then one, but endleſs moment ſhall employ 
The ſoul's rich faculties in pureſt joy. 
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HE following Ode was written by the Author 
- many years fince, in order to ſee what effect 
Blank Verſe would take in Lyric Poetry ; he enter- 
tained a preconception that Rhime might be no more 
neceſſary in compoſitions of this kind, than it is in 
thoſe of a different denomination; and the more 
eſpecially, becauſe, as there is a capability in Engliſh 
. heroic blank verſe, from its peculiar ſtructure, of re- 
ceiving perhaps a greater ſhare of that lowing and en- 
thufaſtic ſpirit, which conſtitute the very eſſence of 
Poeſy than in that of any other language ancient 
or modern. I grant that the hexameter of Greek 
and Latin, by the perpetual recurrence of dactyl and 
ſpondee at the termination of cach line, makes it a 
much eaher enterprize to read them properly; but 
hen the continual repetition of the ſame diſpoſition 
of ſyllables weary the ear; and harmony requires ſome- 
thing of a pauſe to be made at the end of each verſe, 
which often retrenches from that rapturous volubility 
with which the reader is tranſported from one line to 
another in Engliſh heroics, and which ſtill changing the 
pauſe called the ceſure, places it according to ſenſe 
and ſound variouſly in almoft every line. 


Probably this invariable return, which occurs in the 
ancient hexametre and even pentametre conjoined (ex- 
cept when in the former the Poet finds an opportunity, 
generally from a fancied application of ſound to ſenſe, 
to introduce a fpondaic line, which even by its flatneſs, 
though in other reſpe& diſagreeable, relieves the ear) 
induced Horace to attempt a more varied verſification, 
and try the power of the Latin tongue, when flung 
into 


* 
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into the Grecian lyric meaſures. How well he ſuc- 

ceeded in performing this needs not be told; and there- 

fore, upon conſidering the excellence of our language 5 
for every ſort of compoſition, I have n to make 

this faint eſſay: and, 


If I muſt fink, I fare will fall 

In no attempt, or trite or Pix: ang : 

Nor like the common nd die, 
But ſhoot a meteor from the ſky. 

Me the fair love of country train'd, 

To try what more might be obtain'd, 
From that ſweet poliſh*d ductile tongue, 
In which the Britiſh Bard hath ſung ; 
This like the ſpeakers bold and free, 
Can well with every form agree ; 

In each excelling, that mankind 

Have or to Proſe or Verſe aſſign'd: 
What though this faint eſſay may fail, 
His darling England ſtill ſhall hail 

Her Poet's unſucceſsful ſong, 

And rank him in the patriot throng, 
Nor ſhall the enterprize be vain ! | 
Hereafter ſome high-genius'd ſwain, 
With loftier energetic wing, 
Far o'er my little flight ſhall fling 

His aery tower, nor leave me more, 
Than only, that I liv'd before, 

His fancy, like a new-born ſun, 
Shall round the freſh creation run, 
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And make each object on the way, 

Conſpire to decorate his lay; 

For the ſweet Lyric's plaſtic power 
From matter ſtubborn, rough and ſour, 

And what by Nature was deſign' d, 

Moſt to the Muſes tilth unkind ; 

Can by the force of fancy's hand, 

Delightful images command, 

Can in averſion force deſire, 

And from the cold of ice ſtrike fire. 


FIiNDARTIC ODE. 


The Peet, enraptured with rural Amuſement, digreſſts into 
the remateft Antiquity, and draws a Compariſon between 
that and the Modern T imes. 


Har: chearer ſun ! whoſe ſprightly ray 
Streams ample o'er the dewy hill ; expanſe 
Of lambent flame benign: my heart 
And ev'ry heart, tranſporting joy 
Feel at thy kindling torch ; bleſt beam 
Nocturnal care, as night, diſpel : 
I riſe with thee! 
Tranquillity 
Pours its ſtrong gentle tide around my ſoul. TY 
| 0 
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Not ev'ry heart, there is, where guilt 
Envelops in diſaſtrous darkneſs ſome, 
Benumbing, palpable !' where light 
Finds entertainment none, nor breaks 
The drear impenetrable gloom, 
However ſwiftly, ſtrike thy beams : 
O ſun ariſe ! 
To innocence 
DeleQable, that courts the ſearching gleam ! 


Spring comes, the kid comes dancing too 
O'er the reliving ſcented heath; how ſweet 
Youth ſtammers on the babbling tongue 
Of lambkins ſporting round the dam ; 
The bulkier kine play wanton, 
Earth-ſpurning, boift'rous, frolickſome ; 
And cuckow ſong 
Diſſyllabous 
Chears with the hope of luck the liſt'ning ſwain. 


Tranſport me Muſes to the hills ; 
Thoſe mountains fainting to a vivid blue 
There let me pore upon thoſe piles, 
Ridge above ridge irregular, 
Cloud-cop'd, whoſe architect is God: 
Fields, waters, woods in regions hung 
Where tempeſts ride 
In turbulence, 


While their calm ſummits ſtand in peaceful fies. 


Seat 
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Seat me with mountain ſolitude, 
"Where contemplation hides her ſecret haunt, 
Mid creatures inarticulate, 
Though vocal, who in concert wild 
Utter their feelings to the gale 
Diſtracted with a thouſand ſounds, 

That croud upon 


Its buoyancy, 
And mangle with the whiſper of the leaves. 


Aloft the lark, the welkin ſteps, 
And quivering mounts the ſtair-cafe of the ſky ; 
Small body with aſpiring mind, 
Thy emblem man in miniature, 
Were Eden innocence now thine : 
O could I ſoar, like him, in thought 
On rapid wing | 
Of poetry 
Careering, and not feel material clog. 


Look down! low thunder growls beneath 
On the long level of yon high grown graſs, 
Kifs'd by the waving flood, the bull 
Deep grumbles out his envious rage; 
Lake fooliſh rational he quits 
His cn dominions to invade 

A brother's right; 

Miſtakenly 

Founding his own on others bliſs deftroy'd. 


Curſt 
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Curſt pride and avarice of power 
You daſht the angels from celeſtial joy, 
Confounding ſweet equality, 
With different rank compatible; 
Vou tear the hard-earn'd bread of toil 
From the poor peaſant's babe, and wal 
On luſt the means 
Of happineſs, 
Which needy poverty has right to claim, 


In vain you try, ye grateful vales 
With ſportive looks to chear the joyleſs clown ; 
Vainly the yellow hillocks ſmile 
With plenty waving, tepid ſhow'rs 
Warm not for him the dimpl'd dales, 
Nor healthful perfume glads the air; 
Bent down with toil 
And penury, 
For a hard lord he wooes the ſtubborn glebe. 


And to ſupply their luxury, 
Of yon dun ſmoaky ſpot inhabitants, 
Where rank diſeaſes hang, and care 
With ſhoals of various miſery 
Float in the noiſome atmoſphere ; 
On opulence repaying ſtill 
The price of proud 


5 Intemperance, 
Sharp pains with death, that lingers, tho' it ſpc.. 


Of 
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Of madding joy, auſpicious fate ! 
© Theſe ſcenes, and keen diſtreſs remove me from 
- Far on the healthful plain, or brow 
Of hill, whoſe fide the foreſt climbs 
In tufted ſtories high, where ſhrill 
I hear the village laſs exert 
Untutor'd tone 
Of melody, 
And ſweet ſimplicity, ſurpaſſing (ill. 


Or where the rural waggoner 
Charms his lone way with ditties thro? the dell; 
He, while th'unwieldy wain nods on, 
And horſe-bells jingle to his lay, 
Carrols in phraſe unartful, woes 
Of love-lorn lady fair, or youth 
Bereft of ſenſe 
For treachery 
Of maid falſe-hearted, won by richer ſwain. 


Then ſcale the hill high-breathing where 
Earth's ſpacious amphitheatre uſurps 
The place of ſky, which ſcarcely ſtoops 
To top the fading univerſe ; 
Raviſh'd from view to view the eye 
Leaps the broad floods and woods and 'plains 
With cities, ſeats, 
And palaces, 
Where beauty, pomp, and buſineſs toſs the world. 
| Such 
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Such ſcenes as theſe, with muſic too a 
By blithe bird warbled from the jocund ſpray, 

Delight me more, than drawing- room, 

Play, ball, maſk, rout and revelry ; 

Or that gay houſe of folly, where 

From trilling eunuchs treble throat 

Nonſenſe by ſound 
| Stands ſanctify'd, 

And melts with rapture on the nerveleſs throng. 


Whom rural joys can ſatisfy 
(And rural joys all ultimately wiſh) 
Who health and freedom rates above 
Proud Imbecillity of ſtate, 
Gold cannot lure him, nor the baat - 
Of ſcandalous perferment, rank, 
Poſt or penſion, 
To proſtitute 
{11s independent virtue, and his voice. 


In him, whoſe wants are ſmall, who finds 
The ſweeteſt in the cheapeſt joys of life; 
Whoſe uncorrupted palate ſeeks 
No foreign luxuries to crown | 
iis wholeſome board; bat lives content 
With produce of his native land; 
Whoſe honeſt ſoul 
Spurns fopperies 
Puerile and baneful to the Britiſh weal. 
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"Tis ſcarcely virtue to refuſe 


The proffer'd bribe, fince no emolument 


Accrues to him from golden heaps, 
Or gaudy title, fool ador'd ; | 
Sure wiſdom call it, taught by her 
He knows humility of ſtate 
Of true delight 
Moſt capable, | 
And mighty fortune, but a ſplendid ſnare. 


To pluck up by the roots the wrongs 
Of education, break the bands of uſe 
And cuſtom ſtrong, the torrent ſtem 
Of all-o'erwhelming faſhion, daſh 
Falſe ſhame, and conquer prejudice, 
Paſſion and intereſt, to dare 
Alone, to act 
From principle 
Fixt by great truth, the ſtandard of our deed. 


"Bold labour ! This is virtue ; ſhe 
In trial brighteſt ſhines, and combat hard, 
Till conqueſt grow habitual, 
Till the well-govern'd heart reſign 
To rectitude of will the rein, 
And godlike move by grace of heay'n 
As far as frail 
Humanity | 
Can mortal to divine aſſimilate. 
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Such toil delighted angels view; 
So paſs'd the life of loſt antiquity ; 
' Ere venerable earth unbarr'd 
The ſecret caverns of the deep; 
Before the lovely globe reſign'd 
| Her maiden beauty to the wave, 
Fre ruin'd iſle 
And continent 
Sent deadlier poiſon to the vital breath. 


Before the ſons of God, allur'd 
By fair laſcivious infidels, threw up 
Allegiance to the King of heav'n; 
And left the fount of pure delight, 
Whence fair ſtreams in plenitude 
For ever flow, and ev'ry draught 
Creates again 
Freſh appetite ; | 
Deſire ſtill ſatisfied, and never cloy'd. 


They on the lap of Lebanon, 
The princely cedars ſeat, or Ararat, 
His blue top puſhing at the ſtars, 
Sweet dewy Hermon, or the heights 
That ſwell about the fertile plain 
Of Padan Aram, river-girt, 
The moſt high prais'd ; 
Adorable ! 
For all his mercies left to fallen man. 


Before 
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Before their eye fair nature op'd 
| Her volume vaſt, on which (while occupy'd 

By buſy vice the level lay,) 

Amaz'd and loft they meditate 

In reverie ecſtatic, all 

The wonders of the earth and fy : 
Secure in firm \ 
Longevity, 

F Bleſt length of days, that knew not length of pain. 


Nor fince has the diurnal ball 
In full five thouſand courſes round the ſun 
E'er yielded habitable ſpot 
To denizens ſo free as theſe, - 
Whether their native wilderneſs 
They rang'd, or in domeſtic caſe 
Beneath the roof 
Of tenement | 
Umbrageous, chatted down the live-long day. 


For them the broad land teem'd, not torn 
From needy wretches hand to gratify 
The great uſurpers of domain, 
That ſwallow provinces, and rob 
Earth's rightful heirs of bread, to feed 
The never languid luſt of power; 
Whole hearts wring woes 
Unutterable 
From fellow-tray*llers, through the vale of life. 


Not 
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Not yet ſervility had bow'd 
The ſupple neck to weakly mortals pride ; 
Vice had not yet rais'd kings; nor grown 
So highly heinous, as to make 
Chains indiſpenſable to curb ; 
Precarious ſafety was not earn'd 
From worſhip baſe 
And infamous 
For human form to pay, except to God. 


Frail peeviſh beings were not mock'd, 
Omnipotence imputed to their nod 
Though palſy ſhook their crown, nor claim'd 
A privilege as Gods to kill ; 
No court-knee deny'd its maker, 
Nor bent to animated clay, 
With thouſands leagu'd 
To deify 
Whom, pomp apart, each ſuppliant would deſpiſe. 


Far other rites employ'd their mind, 
Highly ſelected from the vulgar world, 
The great Jehovah's praiſe they ſound, 
How out of darkneſs at his word ., 
Up ſhot the lucid beam ; how flood 
RolPd in fierce eddies off the land; 
And the green ſward 
Floriferous 
S team'd fragrant incenſe to the holy ſkies. 
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The force aftoniſhing they ſung 
That drove the ſpheres through ſpaces round the ſun 
-  Immeaſurable ; fixt the ſtars; 
Bright magazines of heat and life 
To millions habitable worlds, 
Made yifable to Reaſon's ken, 
How all in glow | 
Magnificent 
They deal out time and ſeaſon to the earth. 
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In ceaſeleſs round then health and joy 
Beat the full jovial pulſe ; all freeborn ſons 
lle lightſome air they trod the hills, 
They leap'd like harts, and felt the ſoul 
ThrilPd with internal vigour through; 
By ſpirits pure uplifted, on 
22 They ſprung. nor knew 
Sick indolence, 
That truſts for ſpeed to motion not its own. 


Their force unhurt by maladies 
Deriv'd, or felf-acquired, with ſtrenuous nerve 
The ſavage monſters quell'd, that roam 
In frightful folitudes ; ſubdu'd 
The foaming lion ; pluckt away 
From tiger's jaw the trembling ſpoil ; 
And lords indeed 
O'er violence 
As well of man, as quadrupeds they reign'd. 


Than 
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Than theſe far worſe a race ſucceeds, 
Their ſtrength partaking, not their piety ; 
Who fill'd che world with blood and woe; 
And left a progeny behind 
In malice not inferior, 
Though puny and of ſcanty day; 
Impatient death, 
By Providence 
In mercy ſent, man ſoon for man reliev'd. 


Heroic vice retires, and craft 
With wicked artifice the place ſupplies; 
Efeminate, and bloody both, 
Like venom'd cockatrice they kill, 
Inactively with diſtant aim; 
And fiend-like rack the elements 
To find abhorr'd 
Contrivances 
For ſpreading direr havoc through their kind. 


Full of theſe ſentiments the muſe 
On a fair morning, (when the ſtar of day 
Serenely climb'd, and Nature's ſmile 
Made univerſal joy) pour'd out 
Her unpremeditated ſong 
From monkiſh thraldom free of rhime, 
While ardour, and 
Timidity 
Alternate play'd about her panting heart. . 
F 2 | ON 
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pas . 
Or Cbriſmas day 1783. 
By Ai, ROBERTS. 


tO gl my ſoul, and hail the day, 

| Which ſpread glad tidings through the earth; 
Thy early adoration pay, ; 

This morn, which gave Salvation birth. 


Unhappy man, by fin defac'd ; 
His Maker's form no longer wore ; 
That godlike image, fall'n, debas'd, 
Of grief and guilt the traces bore. 


His nature chang'd, his freedom loſt, 
Enflav'd by him who wrought his fall; 

Say, Muſe, how dear the ranſom coſt 
Which ſet the captive free from thrall ? 


No price by mortals could be giv'n 
Almighty vengeance to remove ; 
The ſacrifice muſt come from heav'n, 
That could reſtore celeſtial love. 


He comes with healing in his wing, 
The heav'n-born hero down deſcends ; 
Rejoice, oh Sion, meet thy king, 
& While yet th' angelic hoſt attends. 
U | By 
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By midnight lamp the letter'd ſage, 
As he the myſtic leaf unroll'd, 
Saw now arrive the golden age, 


By bard and prophet oft foretold. 


With richeſt odours, from the eaſt 


The favour'd magi took their way, 
To meet the new- born king and prieſt, 
And at his feet their off rings lay. 


A ſtranger ſtar points out the road, 


Which leads them to the prince of peace : 


From Beth'lem came the lamb of God, 
Who bids all jarring tumults ceaſe, 


%, 


Nor to the learned was confin'd - 
This news of wonderful avail ; 

The light, which round the cottage ſhin'd, 
To ſhepherd-ſwains announc'd the tale. 


More fully told by angels voice, 
The hinds, their fleecy charge forſook, 
They left their flocks, to ſtray by choice, 
Or ſport beſide the cryſtal brook. 


While they, with pious ardour fir'd, 
Purſu'd the track by angels trod; 

The ſacred knowledge heav'n inſpir'd, 
Directs them to the infant God. 
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There joining in the choral ſong, 
With ſeraph they their voices raife ; 
While gratityde the notes prolong, 
To hyma their great Redeemer's praife. 


Beyond the bounds of ſpace and time, 
May I eternity employ ; 

Reſcu'd from death—from ev'ry crime, 
To hail this day of peace and joy. 


CEPHALUS 
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\ CEPHALUS anD PROCRIS. 
4 Tale, by a Youth of Fifteen. 


ONG had fierce tumult learnt to ceaſe _ 2 
Thro' Telamon's domain, 


And golden years with wealth and peace 
Had bleſs'd his happy reign. 


Ere unrelenting bloody Mars 
Reſum'd his empire there, 
And plenty yields to waſteful wars, 
Security to care. 


Among the chiefs who thither ſwarm'd, 
Allur'd by love of fame, 

A captain came robuſtly form'd, 
And Cephalus his name. 


Adonis he in partly grace, 
But mov'd like Mars in war, : 
Ennobled was his youthful face gy" 
With many a gallant ſcar. 


Around his ſinewy limbs was ſpread 
A lion's tawny hide, 

And dauntleſs valour on his head, 
Sat plum'd in dreadful pride. 
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Array'd in pomp of hoſtile ſtate 
He wav'd a ſhining ſpear, 
While on the point grim ſlaughter ſat, 
Around it hover'd fear, 


His poliſh'd bow fo neatly ſtrung, 
Sad weapon, wav'd behind, 

And near to it his quiver hung, 
And danc'd upon the wind. 


Such was the man whoſe warlike hand 
Full boldly proffer'd aid, 
And as their leader gaye command, 


While thronging . troops obey'd. 


His ſylvan bow none elſe cou'd bend, 
Or gueſs from whence it grew; 
Not Telamon, his royal friend, 
From whence *twas faſhion'd knew, 


Oh youth ! he cry'd, than I none more 
Delight in rural ſport, 

To bravely wound the tuſky boar, 
Or trace the ſtag's reſort. 


Yet never in this hardy land 
A bow like thine I've ſeen, 
No ſimple work of human hand, 
But form'd of gods I ween. 


The 
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The chieftain ſpoke : and thus the youth, 
In wiles of ſpeech unlearn'd, 

With words array'd in fimple truth, 
And downcafſt look return'd. 


No tree that on theſe mountains grew, 
Or vallies grac'd, 1s here 

More ſtern than oak, more ſad than yew, 
It prompts my ſtarting tear. 


How gay the time when each lov'd morn, 

This care it only found, 

To rouze the boar with hound and horn, 
And chear the eager hound, 


Shall I recal thoſe gameſome days, 
Long flown, untaſted long ; 

When many an artleſs maiden's praiſe, 
With rapture ſwell'd my ſong. 


But who hke Procris knew to love, 
She nam'd my charming bride ; 

Nor hamlet, vale, nor hallow'd grove, 
A truer pair ſupplied. 


No wanton waſte of wealth we knew, 
Nor wept our pittance ſmall ; 
And if our wiſhes were but few, 


Full well ſupplied were all. 


Venus, 
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Venus, who gave her mein and face, 
Sweet language did impart, 

Replete with ev'ry ſoft'ning grace, 
To melt the feeling heart. 


Far dearer ſhe than hoarded wealth, 
To miſers canker'd breaſt, 

To ſickneſs, than the roſe of health, 
To wearied pilgrims reſt, 


Thus gladſome youth and gay delight, 
The ſportive minutes chac'd, 

Until the din of raging fight 
Each fonder thought diſplac'd. 


Full many a gallant chieftain bled 
Large drops of noble blood, 

And many a fighing maiden ſhed 
Of tears a pearly flood. | 


But on the blythe, the happy day, 
That merry peace return'd, 

The weeds were chang'd for roſes gay, 
And no more widows mourn'd, 


The bearded corn, the paſture young, 
In green and yellow clad, | 
Provok'd the dance, the laugh, the ſong, 
But Cephalus was ſad, 


Each 
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Each tender thought or rapture high, 


By tyrant doubt oppreſt, 
Like frighted birds diſtracted fly, 
When rudely ſpoil'd their neſt. 


For like the louring miſt that drowns 
The ſplendid god of day, 

When dark. the black horizon frowns, 
And hides his golden ray. 


So dark a cloud my boſom hung, 
From balmy comfort torn, _ 

And where the roſe and myrtle ſprung, 
Up ſprung alone a thorn; 


A fear leſt in ſome luckleſs hour, 
A baſe adulterous bee 

Had ſuck'd the honey off my flow'r, 
And left a ſting for me. 


In coſtly garb diſguis'd I ſeek, 
My luckleſs bride to prove, 

Tf Procris could her promiſe break, 

Or never change her love. 


d woo'd her to my falſe embrace, 
But woo'd and figh'd in vain, 

How ſweetly frown'd her downcaſt face, 
Still as ſhe look'd diſdain. 


Convinc'd 
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Convinc'd at length, no power could move 
Her faith ſo firm and true, 


Her Cephalus o'er fraught with love, 


Appear'd unmaſk'd to view. 


But anger in her eyes abode, 
While tears bedew'd her cheek, 
Warm in her breaſt reſentment glow'd, 
And words a paſſage break. 


Since you departed hence, ſhe cries, 
You then my ſoul's delight, 

Full often have theſe ſtreaming eyes 
Out-wept the dewy night. 


But ah! the lonely woods ſhall hear, , 
And echo back my grief; | 

The woods ſhall drop at ev'ry tear, 
A ſympathiſing leaf. 


She ſpoke, nor ſcorching ſuns her flight, 
Nor coldeſt winds prevent; 


Fall many a day of mournful flight, 
In wilds obſcure ſhe ſpent. 


If wafting winds away could clear, Et 
Or floods, ſuſpicion's die, 

Each brook receiv'd from me a tear, 
Each gale receiv'd a ſigh. 


But 
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But ſpeedy to my tortur'd breaſt, 2 
Celeſtial comfort came; 


In ſmiles ſerene my Procris dreſt, 
Confeſt a ſecond flame. | 


Accept, ſhe-cries, from Procris? hand, 
This bow Diana gave, 

Nought can its certain ſhaft withſtand, 
Nor force, nor flight can fave. 


{This bow, the pledge of faith and love, 
My charmer's gift I bear ; 

But what thine eyes, oh king! approve, 
Fills mine with many a tear. 


Ay often through the groves I ſtray'd, 
And ſhaft unerring drew, 

Fierce tenants of the woodland ſhade, 
Each ſhaft unerring flew. 


Here once oppreſs'd with ſcorching day, 
To groves or ſtreams I run; 

To find where cooling Zephyrs play, 
To quench the burning ſun. 


Oh gale! a tear of moiſture ſend, 
Or gently cooling ſigh, 

Thy grateful breeze in pity lend, 
Or heat-oppreſs'd I die. 


Some 
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Some wayward clown with malice fraught, ; 
Had liiten'd to my pray'r, 

Big with the tale, miſconſtruing thought 
Some Galatea near. 


That ſhe was now my fav'rite grown, 
Of all that haunt the grove, - 
That often in the grove alone 
He heard me-ſpeak my love; 


This told to Procris, heavenly meek, - 
A piteous river ruſh'd ; 

Full oft adown her-glowing ok. 
The jealous torrent guſh'd. 


To devious wilds and woods ſhe flew, 
Conceal'd to liſten there ; 

To baniſh anxious doubt, if true, 
If falſe, to baniſh care. 


Soon by the ruſtling leaves alarm'd, 
My cruel bow was bent; 

Swift flew the arrow keenly arm'd, 
And deadly ftrazt it went. 


And while to find the wounded deer, 
With eager ſteps I hie, 

A well known ſound aſſails the ear, 
I flop, I hear a ſigh. 


The 
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The ſigh from Procris came, believe 
This truth, nor aſk the reſt ; 

And let thy gentle heart conceive 
The tortures of my breaſt. 


But leſt theſe drops the man diſgrace, 
The ſoldier ſpoil, oh king, 

Approaching battle o'er my face 
The veil of death ſhall fling. 


And now farewel life's tireſome round, 
I ſicken with deſpair ; | 

Thou ſhalt in other worlds be found, 
That ſweeten'd all my care. 


To me the roſe and violet blue, 

Long ſince have loft their bloom, 

The ſpicy ſhrub lamenting you, 
Forgets to breathe perfume. - 


In vain to me awakes the morn, 
In vain the verdure ſprings, 

And now no more the cheerleſs horn 
Its once lov'd matin ſings. 
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By a Lady. 


ENTLE nymph, Tranquillity! 
Bending at thy ſacred ſhrine ; 
Let my ſoul repoſe in thee, 
Crown my wiſh, O power divine! 


Thou canſ check the paſſions, flowing 
From Imagination's heat; 

Trace her empty viſions glowing, 
In fruition found a cheat. 


Fancy ſtill fair hope exciting, 
Cheats the graſp; at touch decays — 
In fallacious bliſs delighting, 


Of joy the preſent hour betrays. 


Fancy moments flown reviving, 
Not as mix'd with baſe alloy; 
But to cheat the preſent ſtriving, 


Paints them fraught with perfect joy. 


For 
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For can rays of pleaſure centre 
In the mind o'erwhelm'd with pain? 
Can its charming ſunſhine enter, 
Where diſeaſe uſurps her reign ? 


Fetters ne'er my mind reſtraining, 
Freed from ev'ry vain conceit, 

Tranquil wiſhes ſtill obtaining, 
Baniſh rapture's empty cheat. 


*Tis not found in vain ambition, 
Or the tide of paſſions ſwelling ; 

*Tis of peace the calm fruition, 
Nature's feaſt exceſs repelling. 


"Tis Reflection's bright effuſion, 
Uſher'd in by hoary Time ; 
. Virtue's triumph o'er confuſion, 
*Tis the ſource of thought ſublime. 


O'er the cryſtal ſtream impending, 
Clouds refle& their ſable hue ; 
Thus the preſent ills extending, 
Shade the riſing joys in view. 


As the ſtream thoſe clouds revolving, 
Lucid flows in brighter ſkies ; 

Spirits pure this frame diſſolving, 
Bove the flights of fancy riſe. 
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Let me, on thy breaſt reclining, 


Favour'd nymph, Tranquillity, 


All fallacious joys declining, 
Centre every wiſh in thee, 


JUDAH*s 
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A PARAPHRASE. 
JUDAH's SPEECH To JOSEPH. 


GENESIS. CHAT. XLIV. 


By the ſame. 


> H deign, my lord, thy ſervant's tale to hear 
Not Pharoah's preſence more my ſoul could awe; 

Truth ſhall in all its native charms appear, 
Her radiant light ſhall fal ſehood's veil withdraw. 


Bleſs then our fire, whoſe hoary locks diſplay 
Death's near approach ; oh let us take the bay : 

His furrow'd cheek proclaims a quick decay, 
Deprive him not of this his only joy, 


Let not his ſon, his little ſon be left; 
Child of his age, whoſe prattle ſooths his pain ; 
Almoſt in twain his drooping heart was cleft, 
To let him come ; and long we ſu'd in vain. 


Could I, my lord, his rev'rend * pourtray ? 
His faded eyes diſtilling floods of tears ? 

As thus he ſpoke ; *twould to thy ſoul convey, 
That pity ſorrow claims, array'd in years, 
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« My tale tho' ſhort, is fraught with poignant woes; 
Soon as the ſmiling boy had bleſs'd my ſight, 
« Torn with each torture human nature knows, 


% His mother's ſoul to unknown realms took flight: 


«© Bequeath'd by her moſt lov'd, my favourite wife, 
This purchaſe dear is all my heart's repoſe ; 
Sent to conſole my ſhort'ning hour of life, 
She pour'd the balm death's fatal wound to cloſe. 


« 'Think, *twas for her I fourteen years ſuſtain'd, 
% Of bondage hard, beneath her father's yoke ; 

% And ſcarcely then my beauteous prize obtain'd, 
% So oft his plighted word and faith he broke. 


« Two ſons ſhe bore, by death of one bereft, 

«« Can you, my child, this heart with ſorrow wring ? 
«© Of his loſt mother take the only left? 

« And to the grave your father's grey-haurs bring 2” 


Here t tears repell'd his words in copious ſhowers ; 
Let not my lord his ſervant's boon deny, 
Oh! give the boy to bleſs his lateſt hours, 


Permit our aged fire in peace to die. 


THE 


By the ſame. 


HE blaſting ſtorm deſtruction wide has ſpread, 
Diſſolving bands of every ſocial tie; 
Whilſt orphan'd ſons bemoan their parents dead, 
And wild deſpair o'ercaſts her fable dye. 


Still—ſtill my heart will recent ſorrows know, 
And ſtill my eyes the tear inceſſant ſhed ; 
For — loſt on that ſad day of woe, 
Earth's proudeſt boaſt to kindred ſpirits fled. 


Her lovely form was Virtue's bright abode, 
In veſt of fair Humility array'd ; 

Beneath this veil increaſing virtues glow'd, 
And o'er her face peculiar charms diſplay'd. 


Her tongue with ſenſe and ſweet attraction fraught, 
The ſoul's affections ſeiz'd, and captive led; 


Unconſcious worth that ſteals the praiſe unſought, 
In her ſoft boſom found its native bed, 
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A cruel abſence long deplor'd in vain, 

Bereft her arms of him ſhe fondly lov'd, 
Diſdaining fear, ſhe brav'd the angry main, 

To ſooth his cares whoſe worth her heart approv'd. 


With friendly warmth my heart delights to own, 
To my fond care ſhe left a darling boy ; 
Where ev'ry ſeed of early virtue ſown, 
Foretels a harveſt all replete with joy. 


She claſp'd the youth; faſt flow'd the briny tear, 
And every ſigh preſag'd the gath'ring woe; 

Her heart ſuggeſts eternal parting near, 
From ſorrow's ſource, the ſtreams prophetic flow. 


In lucky hour the deſtin'd port ſhe gain'd; 
Finding her lord prey to fad diſeaſe; 

With him ſhe fled the land where fever reign'd; 

Once more in ſearch of health to tempt the ſeas, 


Aloft in air their ſails the ſhips diſplay, 
Far from Jamaica's ſultry ſhores to ſteer; 
And o'er th' Atlantic's foaming waves convey, 
Her ſprightly ſons to Britiſh realms ſo dear. 


The crowded ſtrand proclaims the parting hour, 
And ſorrow diQtates many a hearttelt ſigh 

Of poignant grief—down falls the ling'ring ſhow'r, 
Nor comes relief but from the ſtreaming eye. 


Again 


[ 87 J 


Again to meet, and ſhare the fond embrace, 
They ſcarce expect no ſoothing proſpects riſe, 
In waves unſteady hope can fix no baſe, 
And all the viſionary future flies. 


The ſignal made, and'ev'ry bark unmoor'd, 

Their lofty fides the victims mount with dread ; 
With preſage ſad impending fate deplor'd, 

And burſting ſtorms ſeem'd gathering o'er their head. 


No more the long-lov'd objects chear their fight, 
The waves between in ſpiry volumes roll, 

The wafting winds preclude that laſt delight, 
While the ſtrong image occupies the ſoul. 


Hope ſprings afreſh ; gay faney's bright reſource, 
Whoſe parting wing but late denounc'd her flight; 

And to fair Britain bends her rapid courſe, 

To greet expecting friends wich fond delight. 


But ſee with tenfold horror ſtorms ariſe, 

And fell deſtruction ſpreads her wide domain ; 
The heavy day no chearing ray ſupplies, 

But o'er their heads deſpondence ſhakes her chain. 


Now Boreas bids his vengeful blaſts to roar, 

And monſtrous billows ſwell to meet their rage ; 
Each wind colle&s its ſtill exhauſtleſs ſtore, 

And all their ſtrength againſt the fleet engage. 


Rapacious 


1@] 
Rapacious death his hoſtile banner waves, 
And o'er the ſurges bears terrific ſway ; 
He ſhews with menace deep the watry graves, 
And gathering tortures mark his ſtern delay. 


Thou deal'ſt, O Lord, thy chaſt'ning terrors round, 
A prey to death the trembling victims fall; 
Wich keeneſt dart he points the ill-tim'd wound, 
Which long protracted more their ſouls appall. 


Ye ſons of war, whoſe conqueſt ſwells the page, 
To ſeal your glory, many thouſands bled ; 

Now ſunk your boaſt *; and heay'n with direful rage 
Pours fierce deſtruction o'er the ſpoiler's head. 


Whilſt death in cavern lurks beneath the deep, 
And on the ſurface opes his monſtrous jaws; 
Where doubt and fear their conſtant vigils keep; 
Muſt rage and carnage know no ſhort-liv'd pauſe? 


In mutual danger ſay, can anger riſe? 
On Pity's altar all the virtues glow ; 
Heaven in mercy hears the ſuppliant's cries, 
When human hearts her ſoft emotions know, 


+ The Ville de Paris. 
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But vain are words to paint that dreadful hour, 
When raging ſtorms to thouſands prov'd a grave; 
The weeping muſe wou'd tears inceſſant pour: 
Could tears avail ; or ftill the beating wave? 


When full-blown health had juſt reſum'd her ſeat, 
When expectation ſpread her rapid wings, 

Then death unfolds his pond'rous chilling gate, 
And this lov'd pair to his drear manſion brings. 


The ſons expect their parents quick return, 
And thro? each heart love's ſweet ſenſations move; 
All fluſh'd with hope their hearts impatient burn, 
The ſoothing joy of filial bliſs to prove. 


But fatal tidings cruſh the riſing joys, 
Whilſt Rumour ſpreads her ſad diſaſtrous tales, 
And dread ſuſpenſe their promis'd bliſs deſtroys, 
Which ſtill from grief her few reſources ſteals. 


Too ſoon conviction gives their ſouls to woe, 
Keen woe — cluding ev'ry human aid. 
Their parents loſs bids ceaſeleſs forrows flow, 
Till time ſhall cure—and Love's large debt be paid, 


But ſtill parental virtues ſhall ſurvive, 

Poſſeſs'd by ſons with each reſplendent grace, 
In noble purſuits ſee the younger ſtrive, 

The elder's merits dignify his race. 


Oh 


te, 

Oh let the muſe yet urge one ſacred themes. *' 
Still acquiefce in all the ways of Heaviag 

So ſhall you emulate your parents fame, P 
And know to prize their precepts early given. 7 
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